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SYNTAX REDIVIVUS. 



THE PICTURESQUF. 

u Forest of Villas " ! Syntax cried, 

" Queen of the West, Devonia's pride, 

"No picturesque is here, I ween, 

4 How flat the sea, how tame the scene." 

Scarce had he spoke when o'er the wall, 

A heavy swell and heavier squall, 

On the drenched road the Doctor stretched, 

Chef (Tceuvre in water-colour sketched. 

The toll-less Turnpike next is reached — 

Where the monkey chattered, the parrot screeched, - 

Pleased he pourtrayed the Tudor label, 

The rustic porch, the grey-stone gable ; 

The garden wild yet dressed with scavage, 

For cabbage rose the rows of cabbage. 

Sweet Cary Green now greets his view, 
(For which eight hundred pounds are due), 
Its fragrant beach,— on carriage blue 
The Russian gun with gamins riding,- • 
A group of peace fell war bestriding, — 
The wrecked sea-wall, the sooty shed, 
And back of Vaughan Parade o'erhead. 
With eye of faith he sees the spire 
Of Sainted John, with Chancel, higher 
Than Church, o'erthrown by lightning's fire. 

Fleet Street (Fleet Ditch in olden times 
A scene more fit for Dibdin's rhymes, 
When ships were built high up the meadows, 
And ferny coombe the mill-stream shadows) ; 
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Now rates and loans new charms have lent, 
Have raised the roofs and raised the rent. 
High Art, in Salem's shrine hard by, 
Rejoiced as Syntax's practised eye 
Contemplated, on post and door, 
The rainbow-tinted literature- 
Bargains at unheard-of prices, 
Most alarming sacrifices. 

" Land of the free," the Doctor sputters, 
As wading through the Swan Street gutters 
He sniffs the chandler's fragrant draught, 
The iron-furnace towering shaft. 
" In France," quoth he, "they'd cure these ills, 
And the widened streets would pay the bills." 

On Frying-Pan Row the breeze is cool 

As in Kent's-Hole oven or ursine pool, 

He sketches the blind-posts, the linden arbour, 

The bran-new pier, and the muddy old harbour, 

The swells, the cab-stand under the trees, 

And the white- winged yacht as she bends to the breeze. 

Twixt the butchers shambles— up Torwood Street — 
(Park Crescent ruins rival the Fleet), 
By the rubbish quarry, the cabs, the kirk, . [lurk. 
Through the Gardens where picturesque mendicants 
But he sought in vain for the crystal fount 
Whose waters higher than ChatBworth mount ; 
All was dank and still as the children played 
Round the fetid pool and the flowerless glade, 
Where the turf is scored by passing feet, 
And cads with pipes perfume the seat. 

Here Syntax paused, for he dared not rove, 
(After D's last letter) to Anstis Cove, 
He was far too modest to study the nude 
Which your own correspondent there had viewed, 
So he went for a cruise in the Great Extended— 
She was full '.—and here this chapter ended. 
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TORBAY. 

When my last week's budget ended, 

Syntax had boarded the Great Extended. 

No more from the Basin— ominous word— 

But the grand New Pier was the signal heard. 

It was'nt a whistle, nor yet a bell, 

But it seemed what Ingoldsby called " a knell, 

" The trump of Beelzebub when he, 

"Blew the dust from the pipe of his street-door key." 

Dido's lover cefoa in puppi, 

Maud's "on gallant vessel's" poop high,— 

Such the classic thoughts would be 

Of Syntax on the wide, wide sea. 

Scopidus aceto ruptus, 

Figuli8 munitus portus. 

Blasted rock and steam-pugged mortar, 

Cyclop brick in five-fathom water, — 

Art o'er Nature triumphs still, 
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Napoleon— his power o'erthrown— 
Struck to our old Bellerophon. 

" How beautiful," the captive sighed, 

" How like Ferajo's land-girt tide." 

Aye, it is beautiful ! At early dawn 

How solemn is the still of ocean morn. 

The blue breeze wakes, the sun, — too low 

To gild the ripple- wave— yet soon to throw 

Light, life, o'er all. The charm is gone 

Long 'ere the lazy world would call it morn ! 

But it was eve, when all made holiday, 

That Syntax cruised, and my Muse went astray, 

Not in mid channel, but in mid Torbay. 

His eye the panorama scanned, 
The open sea from land to land ; 
He traced each cove and headland bold 
Which the pebbly beach enfold, 
The azure and the streaks of gold. 

Brixham, Dartmouth, need I tell 
All the Doctor here bef el, 
How the John Dore, red mullet, 
Titillate the gourmand's gullet, 
How on junket and cream they sup, 
How they drain the cider cup, 
Dartmouth port (made up of rum, 
Oockagee, and Dittisham plum). — 
Wouldn't Dame Syntax just have blowed 
If she only had a'knowed ! 



THE TORQUAY WEEK. 

Next morn poor Syntax hardly knew 

What he had done, or what to do. 

It wasn't the dinner— it wasn't the port, 

" It was all that pie crust," as Matthews taught ; 
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'Twas the heat of the cabin, the cold on deck, 

The Devonshire climate that wrought this wreck. 

Too weak for other vehicle, 

He sends for a quiet bicycle. 

The morning air f ann'd his fevered brow, 

He feels decidedly better now. 
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Florence, Emily, and Came, 
Mary-(vulgo Polly)-hymnia 
Prompts the speeches after dinner, 
Calliope Syntax !— (the old sinner !) 

The Cricket Field and Bowling Alley, 

The Club which, histrionically, 

" Holds up the glass to nature," all 

Some classic precedent recall. 

Pindar (not Peter) Syntax claims 

As patron of our Isthmian games. 

" Eton meadows were the true 

" Drilling grounds for Waterloo." 

Waters still are running deep, 

With many a Bubble sailing, 

Here and there a Plunger's leap, 

Here a Patrician failing. 

Betsy Baker goes to town 

And Back again for Five Pound, 

Where duellist, with sword or trigger, 

Rivals Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 

Now to Torquay belle and ball 

Shropshire hearts and wickets fall ; 

By flirt, who with their young hearts trifled, 

How green the Rifles to be rifled ; 

Wise men to the feminine gender 

Only Civil Service render. 

P.S. — The Conjuror, as the games were played, 
This conundrum should have made :— 
In Rome we match the Muses, 
Or the Apostles, not betrayers ; 
Two school-boy romps, 
In one the stumps 
And in the next the players. 

Racket about ye rabble rout, 
For this a game for men is, 

If you And us out 

You'll have no doubt 
We are more and less than Tents. 
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LOCAL HISTORY. 

Then Syntax studies modern history 
From the page of the Torquay Directory, 
Standard, News, and your contemporary. 

Freedom's bulwark ! the fourth estate, 
The Whig's delight, the Tories' hate ; 
" 'Tis the air we breathe, without this we die," 
Is the antient orthodox Fox-Club cry. 
Here the deaf, the dumb, the blind, 
All their common language find- 
Sometimes, 'tis true, their common Babel, 
Where a Cain may gibbet his brother Abel. 
But the Torquay press is all peace and love, 
Wise as a serpent, pure as a dove ; 
No scandal-monger here can prate, 
No wrangler trouble Church or State. 

Then he read about Penance, the Irish Church, 
How poor St. Patrick was left in the lurch, 
When his priests and parsons gave up their purses 
To lunatics and monthly nurses ; 
How Celibates, though priests of Rome, 
Revelled in a Mormon's home ! 

He read the election's fierce tirade, 

How some split for Palk, some plumped for Wade, 

When Red or Blue was the magic hue 

That severed the vile from the good and true. 

He read critiques on the Manor's lord, 
On the Board of Heads (or the heads of board) 
Some wanted more members, some said "the stuff 
" They talked already was more than enough ;" 
Some wanted Aldermen, Mayor, and Town- 
Councillors, with mace and gown. 

Some wanted Torquay to be made a borough ; 
Some said our ruin would then be thorough. 
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Big tears his cheeks ran coursing down, 
As he reads the plaint of our jilted town :— 

44 O ! weep for the day 

When to lovely Torquay 
The Chancellor Dizzy with false vows came, 

When he promised that she 

Should return an M.P., 
And her virtue contrast with poor Totnes's shame. 

There might be a laugh 

In the House, and some chaff 
At the pulmonary state of the town of Torquay ; 

Yet the British Constitution, 

If it need restitution, 
Might be sent for a change to the shores of our Bay. 

But mysteries Asian 

Pass all computation, 
And Benjamin's promises have melted away, 

They are gone like the snow 

In the spring-time — yet no ! 
For that, we are told, never lies in Torquay." 

Then he lauded the Specials' gallant fight, 
Keeping watch and ward through that winter's night, 
When the roughs the Butchers and Bakers sacked, 
And the justices read the Riot Act. 

He applauded our gallant volunteers — 
Artillery, Rifles, and Engineers 
Who spanned the heights and dizzy ridge 
Of Corbon's Cliff with a pontoon bridge ; 
The Gunners who in mimic war 
Shelled the Lord High Chancellor ; 
The Rifles who, despite the dang- 
er-flag, riddle boats from Wall's Hill range. 
Hard lines for the skippers !— how they run 
At the sound of the distant random gun ! 
"They've no business there," the doctor said, 
"They should clear the range, and look ahead ; 
44 On our marksmen's skill our peace depends, 
* 4 Traitors ! "—but here the chapter ends. 
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THE BRITISH ASSOCIATION. 

They start— at nine fifteen o'clock, 
Torquay feels the electric shock, 
Science flashing words of fire 
Down the telegraphic wire. 

As the clock struck ten 

The wisest of men, 

W. F., T. (m.d.), C. S., W. P., 

W. (m.d), E. A., D., and E. V., 

At the station meet to do Ciceroni. 

The whistle is heard — from every nation, 

The trains converge on the Torquay station 

Their freight— the British Association. 

Words would fail to recount 

How the Sections mount 

On 'bus, and break, on cab and midge ; 

How with hammer and book 

Their course they took 

To Watcombe, Hope's Nose, and to lofty Lowe's Bridge. 

Some steamed all day, 

Some dredged in the bay, 

And some alas ! made holiday. 

When all met at Kent's Cavern, the Guides at their 
The following Paper by H. was read :— [head, 

To go forth with a pine 

For a spear 'gainst the Mammoth, 

Or strike through the ravine 

At the foaming Behemoth, 

While man was in stature 

As towers in our time, 

The first-born of nature, 

And like her sublime. Byron. 

A few short millions of years agone, 
When the Pleistocene suns as brightly shone, 
On the sub-merged coast which we call Torbay 
A vast extent of forest lay : 
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The heights of Berry and Hope's Nose 

Full seventy feet more lofty rose. 

A coral reef bound the Meadfoot sand, 

Where the Ore-stone, Flat Rock, and Thatcher stand. 

In the ooze and weeds the Rhinoceros feeds, 

Ruminants, Pachyderms lodge in the reeds : 

Primaeval pastures on Paignton Green 

Were the hunting ground of the Pleistocene : 

Their chief— the mighty Archseanthrope, 

Archaeogyne's pride, his people's hope— 

Tn the forest's depths oft roused from his lair 

The Machairodus and Cavern Bear,— 
Small deer— not worthy of his flint, 
He sought the Primogene Elephant 
Swift his stone-tipped arrows fly, 

He strikes a Mammoth in the eye. 
'Neath a clump of Sequoia Couttsioe.* 
The monster charged, with wary flight 
Archaeanthrope seeks the sheltering height 
Of Waldon, Braddons, St. Matthias ; 
Through Kent's Hole copse they mount as high as 
The cavern's mouth, (there was then no door), 
In crashed the Mammoth with sullen roar. 
(His bones are still found beneath the floor.) 

The tribe surrounds the festive board, 

Archaaogyne beside her lord, 

Archaeopais plays on the stalagmite floor, 

Chipping flint flakes of madrepore. 

The squaws had broiled the Mammoth steak 

(In the Vestibule is the charcoal streak), 

Their chieftain's praise aloud they chant, 

" Slayer of the Elephant ! 

" Hunter of Megaceros, 

" And Tichorine Rhinoceros." 



This is a geological anachronism. The Sequoia is miocene.] 
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Hu rose — deep sighs bis utterance choke, 

As in prophetic strain he si>oke : — 

" In the evil days beyond the flood, 

11 Strangers of another blood 

Will own these hunting grounds. The Bronze, 

" The Iron age must pass, Bos longifrons 

" And his degenerate offspring will displace 

" The Mammoth of the earlier race !" 

Another vision passed.—" A gleam, 

" Bright as the lightning-flash, with lambent beam 

" This vault illumes ; with features white 

" As snow on Lincombe's alpine height, 

" Watcombe or Ilsham's glacier bright, 

44 1 see strange human forme dig up the stalagmite !" 

Archsearchiereus the sage 

Interprets thus the mystic page : — 

44 Another aeon is yet to come, 

44 The aaon of magnesium. 

44 Caucasian resurrection-men 

41 Lit by its beams, will in this den 

44 Dig for the bones of the Pleistocene : 

44 Upraise ye, then, the funeral pyre, 

44 Burn your dead with sacred fire, 

44 Defy the photogenic wire." 

The advice was good, but there was a flaw, 

In this antient pre-historic law, 

For deep in the floor was a human jaw, 

Which Syntax and all the company saw. 



THE REGATTA. 

44 The cock's shrill clarion and the echoing horn 
No more shall rouse them " in the dewy morn. 
Not such the happy lot of those 
Who at Rockend that morning doze, 
When half a hundred cook-power crows. 
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The ( Jame intones in treble B, 

The Poutra chants his bass in C, 

'• With the great burly-bambo, who sings double D." 

What pencil can paint that Brahma pen, 
What pen of Bramah that Pencilled hen ; 
Bantam, Cochin, with feathered leg, 
Frizzle born tail first from the egg, 
Aylesbury, Rouen,— such a duck- 
Lop-eared bunnies, doe and buck. 

Pope tells us that the poet's 4 dove ' 
Inevitably rhymes with ' love,' 
It now means Gun-clubs, Pigeon-matches, 
Where Beauty the last struggle watches ; 
Better the bull-ring, or main of cocks, 
Less cruel than our wounded flocks, 
Carrier, Pouter, Barb and Run', 
Turbit Fantail, and Vestal Nun, 
All turned Tumblers by cockney gun. 

Flora next our homage claims, 

Foliage, fruit, with classic names. 

(Garden Greek may well compare 

With kitchen French in bill of fare), 

11 Abnormal monsters," the botanist cries, 

" Development's triumph," the doctor replies. 

" This Scolopendrium (Harts-tongue fern) 

" Will to a Bifidum, Trifidum turn, 

" Rival Coal-measure flora in form and size, 

11 Evolve fossil sunshine in aniline dyes. 

" Put a gardener on his mettle 

" He'll breed a Coleus from a nettle," 

** See my Prize Wild-flowers," Nature pleads, 

" Well earned," says Syntax, " for gathering weeds." 

Where all is so beauteous, Nature and Art, 
Both may rightly bear a part. 
But fairer still is that landscape scene, 
The bay so blue, and the glade so green. 
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(Syntax suggests u the sunny town, 
The bay so bright, the turf so brown.") 
In the distance Rippon and Heytor rise 
Blending their purple with the skies. 

Hark— the signal gun ! From deep repose 

In a cloud of canvas the Squadron rose ; 

Psyche, the weathermost, Enid, Muriel, 

Vanguard, Volante, and Christabel, 

" Swans, on the bosom of calm inland bay; 

That by some fear to sudden speed inclined, 

Urge the blue waters till they stream behind, 

Not swifter seemed nor white-winged than they." 

The last was first, and the first was last, 

When crash goes ChristabeVs topsail and mast. 

Vanguard now leads— quick as thought — Volante 

Tacks on her quarter, and aslant 

Her rival weathers, Muriel overhauls 

All but Vanguard, to whom the guerdon falls. 

" I go, I go, all danger scorning, 

" Some death I'll die before the morning." 

Thus sung fair Proserpine, and kept her word, 

Down goes her topmast—" a man over-board," 

But she lost the race ; so a hearty cheer, 

And the Ladies' Purse to the Buccaneer. 

Now a health to Brunette, and the beauteous Bride, 

Prize-winners both, — one the Fisherman's pride. 

Then four-oar rowing— gig and punt, 

(Called by the knowing a duck-hunt) 

Aquatic sport, and matches run 

Till the report of evening gun. 

Would that blank cartridge left no scars, 

A sad mishap our pleasure mars, 

Two gallant lads of the Gunboat's crew 

Maimed in salute— may they never rue 

Their country's service, and still have their due. 

£. Cookrem, Printer, 10, Strand, Torquay. 
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THE CROQUET TOURNAMENT. 

" The Croquet Tournament ! A name 

Worthy of far higher game. 

In feudal tournay knights unhorsed 

Were the feats fair woman's smile endorsed. 

Hawk and hound — the antient battue, 

Was graced femineo ululatu. 

Drawing the long bow next was thought 

The paragon of garden sport. * 

Now Th4 and Croquet— billing cooing, 

Church and State all out a wooing !" 



lent, 
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"Mysterious Croquet ! like 'my little star' 

Of infancy ' I wonder what you are.' 

Some think when Newton viewed the planets roll, 

A thought of Croquet glanced athwart his soul ; 

1 n Jupiter the Blue, in Mars the Red, 

He saw, while Croque'd comets madly sped. 

Can Cricket that excludes the softer sex, 

Tennis that doth the looker-on perplex, 

Or Bowls that Tory Parsons used to play, 

Or skittles when each sharper has his way — 

Can these, or any other to us known, 

Delight both sexes like this game alone ?" 



THE GLACIAL PERIOD. 

44 Sunny Devon, moist with rills, 
A nunnery of cloistered hills, 

The elements presiding ; 
For here all summers are comprised, 
The nightly frosts shrink exorcised 

Before the priestly moonshine ; 
And every wind, with stoled feet, 
In wandering down the alleys sweet, 

Steps lightly on the sunshine."* 

" 'Priestly moonshine,' quoth the sage, 
Illumed that weather-prophet's page ! 
Rhymy frost, and frosty rhyme, 
Best beh't this arctic clime." 

But Syntax was a philosopher, so 

He puts on his skates, and blow high, blow low, 

Through sludge, and snow, and Dartmoor drizzle, 

On his bicycle — (skeleton ghost of Grizzle,) — 

The learned doctor trundles over 

To visit the ducal ponds of Stover. 

There ' frost had bound in icy chains the flood, 

And periwigged with snow the bald-pate wood.' 

* Mrs. E. Barrett Browning, written in Torquay. 
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In like costume his foreground figure stood ! 

Beneath him lay the frozen mere, 

With bank of snow, and ice as clear 

As Wenham, or Alpine glacier. 

Fairy forms were gliding there, 

Chaperons in sledge and chair, 

With all that man can do, or dare. 
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With wise saws, and modern instances, he passed to Nice 

and Pau, 
Whose vaunted clime might fitly rhyme with the Vent de 

Bise and snow. 
Some foot-tracks lead to Bournemouth or to Clifton, and 

to Ventnor some ; 
Bournes from which of travellers vestigia nulla retrorsum. 

Learned Medicos' prescriptions he quoted quantum suff; 
But, like Handibook descriptions, he soon had had enough. 
Granville says, "Torquay November is like the South of 

Spain ;" 
Clark warrants it as " free from fog, with very little rain." 

So far so good ;— but the " muzzled ghosts " 

And " troops of milch asses " they met in hosts 

Promenading the Strand, is a hideous dream, 

Like cod liver oil for Devonshire cream. 

The lilies of the land, who neither toil nor spin, 

Whilst the fast dances last, or in medioeval fast, may, 

perhaps, become somewhat thin ; 
But to call this pulmonic, or meteorologic, is a medicinal 

sin. 
For the respirator veil, the kangaroo tail, and the camel 

hump are all akin. 
Then, again, our critics tell of the 'surly solemn bell giving 

notice that we are dead ;' 
'Swinging slow with solemn roar, over our well- watered 

shore,' for the spirit of Torquay had fled ! 
He then quotes La Morna's rain-gauge, with the text of 

Hall and Shapter ; 
The Woodfield max. and min.,— but this is all the chapter. 
So now the moral to rehearse, 
We might go farther and fare worse, 
When Eurus snows, or Boreas blows, 
All Europe feels the torrent, 
Calum non animum mutant qui trans mare currunt t 
The invalids of England, who sit at home at ease, 
Fare better than / dement curre per Alpttt. 
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HALDON HILL. 

Next morning Syntax was off for Haldon, 

And passing through High week and Wolborough called 

on 
The ghost of Ingoldsby haunting still 
" The little grey church on the windy hill." 

In a page of Syntax's journal are 

These lines, as published in Temple Bar : — * 

" Kind reader, I pray, 
Devote one fine day 
To a visit to Haldon— it's not far away, 
And the view and the air will your trouble repay. 
Indeed, if you're hipped, out of spirits, or ill, 
Better, by pounds, than potion or pill, 
Is a summer day's run upon Haldon Hill. 

Never, I ween, has fairer scene, 

Sapphire blue and emerald green, 

With a glow of the red, red rock between, 

Bathed in a glory of golden sheen, 

Gladdened your heart or dazzled your e'en. 

Then turn awhile and gaze your fill, 

From Berry Head to Portland Bill : 

Or turn your face to the North, if you will, 

Where the Dartmoor ranges lie gloomy and still, 

And I'll wager a crown 

When you get back to town, 
Bright visions will haunt you of Haldon Hill. 

Yet 'tis all very fine, 

In the blaze of sunshine 
Or 'neath the mild lustre that gilds its decline 
(I've to thank Mr. Canning for this latter line), 
To lounge upon Haldon or lie there supine. 

When daylight goes, 

C'est tout autre chose ! 
When darkness lowers and night falls chill, 
Steer clear, if you're wise, of Haldon Hill. 
*ByR. H. D. Barnaul. 



Digitized by 



Google 



To the right, under Haldon, 

See Teignmouth and Shaldon, 
With hamlets, whose names to repeat I'm not called on. 
Between them the Teign rolls with eddying flood, 
The stream looking tinted and turbid with blood. 
But it's only the rain that has stirred up the mud. 
It's certainly odd that this part of the coast, 
Whilst neighbouring Dorset gleams white as a ghost, 
Should look like anchovy sauce spread upon toast. 

We need not now pause 

To find out the cause, 
Of this variation in natural laws, 
But Mr. Pengelly can easily tell'e ; 
(I think by the way, that the gentleman said, 
'Twas iron or manganese made it so red). 

Then low at your feet, 

From this airy retreat, 
Reaching down where the fresh and the salt waters 

meet ; 
The roofs may be seen of an old fashioned street, 
Half village — half town it is— pleasant but smallish, 
And known— where it happens to be known — as 

Dawlish, 
A place I'd suggest as one of the best 
For a man breaking down who needs absolute rest, 
Especially too if he's weak on the chest. 

Torquay may be gayer, 

But as for the air, 
It really cannot for a moment compare, 
With the snug little Dawlish— at least so they say here. " 
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WAR. 

Then the ghost talked politics— what Byron saw 
In his Vision of Judgment— the curse of war. 
How Saint Peter sate by the celestial gate 
Since the Gallic era of 'eighty-eight, 
When so many conquerors' cars were daily driven, 
So many kingdoms fitted up anew ; 
Each day, too, slew its thousands six or seven, 
Till, at the crowning carnage, Waterloo, 
The angels threw their pens down in disgust, 
The page was so besmeared with blood and dust. 
Then skipped a few short years of hollow peace 
Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont, 
And heaven worse ; they form the tyrants' lease 
With nothing but new names inscribed upon 't. 

Then Syntax a new version gave, scholastic and 

professional, 
*Of another canon's parable, from John Bull's last 

confessional : — 
Louis had a champagne vine upon a sunny hill, 
Close to the Hock Heimer plot of Hohenzollern Will ; 
These, like their antient prototype, were covetous, for 

they both 
Looked with envy on the vineyard of the other little 

Naboth ; 
The monitors had smaller boys for dirty work and 

fagging, 
So William's little Jezebel, named 'Mark, began the 

nagging. 
"Ben," says he, to 'tother fag, "our cousin Leopold 
Is to have the Spanish garden, which Louis wished to 

hold." 
"Not if I knows it," Ben replies, in diplomatic 

phrase, 
And kicked up such a shindy as set the school ablaze. 
John hears it in his workshop, o'er the strip of silver 

sea; 

* See Europa's School. 
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Alec in his ice-house ; 'neath his olives Victor E. ; 

So they put the screw on William, and sent his cousin 

home ; 
John thought it all serene again, and Victor went to 

Rome. 
But 'Mark kept up his little game— Ben 'with light 

heart* and laugh, 
Took a return to Ems, the doughty Will to chaff ; 
" Our Louis asks — hope no offence — as you're a pious 

youth, 
" Whether, when you give your word, you mean to 

speak the truth." 
4 Heavy and displeased, William laid him on his bed, 
Turned his face away and would not eat his bread.' 

Louis shammed insulted, and challenged Will to fight, 
So to it the two braggarts set with all their main and 

might, 
With mitrailleuse and needle-gun, to the baptism of 

fire, 
With Fritz and baby Louis, they set forth knight and 

squire. 

Then, alas ! the trampled vineyards, and alack the 

smitten flowers, 
As from the Goths of Fatherland the storm of battle 

lours. 
When Europa heard the tumult, she laid all the blame 

on John, 
The sturdiest of the monitors, but whose principle was 

non- 
intervention and neutrality. " You're a coward John," 

she cries, 
" Talk to Will's big brother Alec "— " I've no friends," 

poor John replies, 
" And what about my cousin Jonathan f She shakes 

her head and sighs. 



■'* .- 
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